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From the Courant.
THE CURL OF GOLUEN HAIR
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_E'wavas little tressure,

o Mo bekutifal o me,

. Thap sught of goid ar silver,
... Of brighten gems 1 see.
"Tienet s contly Jewal-
s mogsiet viek and fine—

| Narpet uthiag of value

To cther hoart than mine.

4

And sl | deem I priceless.
More precious fur thaa gold;
 More mesuth ul and lovely
L Than sarthly goms all told.
T ia not in iron eoffer,
My trmasiras safe [ keop;
%"ﬂ"‘ﬂlﬂuw'
v a'er It weep.

© o lmow clossly folded paper,
And lald away with eare,
Lies » ligtle sunny ringlet -
A carl of golden balr.
With besaty once 1t shailed
" & fhie and lovely beow,
 Aed thoagh leng years have wasted,
;o Metbinks | see il now,

~ Maw'oflas my Bogers pramed i,
And twin'd It oerand o'er,
All wab wilh toars of unguish;
© Bmoh tanrs ean low Bo more- ..
Foribe angels camae and ealled him
. Te live with tham abova,
Whils my beart was all o'erflowiog
With a mother's earllest love,

| Than O, how sad snd lonely
W avesyihing to me;
Wiaplaythings all wers gathored,
For thoms [ eould not wee|
Wo pataway his ersdla,
: With his liule casbloved chair;
. And my boart, ke ibem, was vacanl,
For hape waa withared ihore,

© 0 Be the dark, oold gravoe we lnid him,
Where ihe waspiag*willows bow;
~And of Nim il precienerelo
Taall that s lefl ma now,
Ia ot strange that ahoulid laws 11,
And guand It wall with care)

This Hitla glasey rimglol,
Thia curt of golden hairt

Ay, | —
' OCOMET0 MEIN MY DREAMS
iy ———

WY OR0. B, PRENTECR,

Coms In beantiful drsama, love,
Oh, some to me ofl,
 Whas the light wiogs of sles)
Un my besam lle sl
Oh! some when the soa,
In e moan's geutie |Ight
Beais low an the car,
Like the pales of the nighi--.
. Wheu the sy and the wavs
Woar tholr lovallest bius,
 Whas (hadew's on the Sower
- And the star s the dew,

Come |n baautilful droams, love,
Okl come and wo'll piray
© Whaere tha whale yoar Is crawned
VWi the blokgsme of May-~
© Whers snoh souad 18 as awe el
As iha cos of 8 dows,
And Lhe gales are as st
Asiha broalbiog of love;
Where thabesms kiss the waves,
And the wnros Bles (he benek,
And gur warm lips may exich
The swest lsssen thay tnaah.

' Qeme \n besuiful dreama, love,
LA some snd we'llfly,
 Like twe winged spirite
i mw_lﬂ-o o' 'hu".!:t“.
m »
auﬁ—-iimvt'll Th
Where the sariight and mooulight
Ars blonding their glow;
Aad onbright claada wo'll linger
Thee' leng, dreamy hours,
 THk lave's angeis suvy
The deaven of oum,
| —— et} > ) - —
From the Prairie Farmer.

MY MOTIHER.
The midaight stare are gleasmiog,
Upon her silent grave,

 Mow slerpeth without dreaining,
Ths frigad we could not smve.

1

The clowd of grief Is keeping
s shadow on my bhrow

Oh, blame me not for worping,.--
1 have o mather aow.

Yot nek mlons she Heth ;
e sngel child s Lhere |
- Ko more for him she sighed,
For doath bath joined the pair

Togother, yweetly sleeping
Benoath Lhe locust bough |
o Tir g blemme ma not for weeping,

« 4} Bave nomother now.

]

pAt

e 'ﬂﬂ'ﬂ'mbhm.
With Jeve sincers and trne,~
N mather lo carets me,

Mﬁlm“ti‘l

e merher ! grief s heaping
Iy cevds upon my brow, —
blame me nos for woeping,
8 e go motber now,

XXV.—N0. 26.

« | tion of a warmer elime arrivesin their

%01 had
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THE FIRST
' -
Most of my readers are probably
familiar with the taste which & nice
ine-a
delicious fruit, and though itis seldom
in our own country, cargo

cargo of thissplendid produe-

season.

There is a e story
connected with the first attempt to
uce the pine-apple upon English

soil, whieh I will Some pine-

apples had been sent from Holland,
as a t to Charles I1., which
y delighted that monarey.
“Why cannot we grow these West
Indian fruits as well as the Duteh?”
inquired he, after havinggust partak-
en of one with great relish.

“It may be done whenever your
Majesty pleases,” returned Evelyn,
who chanced to be present.

“Bat how?”

“Only permit me to consult with’
your Majesty's gardener, John Rose,
reasons so pertinently on all
things connected with the hortulan
profession, and”—

The Kinw too impatient to hear
more, and {was hastily ordered
to appear before, him. The garden-
erinstantly obeyed thesummons, He
was tall and good-looking, though
his features were strongly marked;
and, in spite of his BEnglish name, he
was evidently a Scotchman. He
heard all that the King had to say,
and listened to Evelyn's somewhat
prosy directions asto the best method
of extracting tho crown of the pine-
lpflc, &e., with a sort of proud hu-
mility, but without uttering a single
word.

‘Do you think you shall be able to
manage it, Rose?"” asked the King.
“I will do my best endeavors,” re-
turned the gardener, bowing. “In.
deed, being, gby your Majesty's grace
and favor, advanced to the supremest
glory of my profession, I should be
unworthy of my high station, if' I
did mot do my utmost to meet your
Majesty’s wishes."
he King smiled approbation, and
Evelyn and the gardener retired to
consult further on the subject.
“Did you ever see anything like
that fellow's pride?” exclaimed Ro-
chester, us soon as the gardener had
left the room. “He talks of his high
station as if he were Lord Chancellor
at least.™
“He is s worthy feliow,” said thel
King: “I like him the better for his
Krido, as it keeps him honest; and [
avo bat few honest men about my
court, you know, Rochester.”
“That is but a poor compliment,”
eried the earl; “but to return to Rose,
what will your Ha{ieaty say, if I can
contrive to make him give to me the
pino-a{oplo he is about to grow, instead
of sending it to your Huﬁ'nt '8 table?”
| ible!l” eried the King.

“Nothing is impossible,” said

Rochester, “that depends on the weak-
ness of haman nature. Every man
has his price: money will boy some—
honors others—some may be coaxed
some frightoned: all that is nesessary
in to know how to touch the right
string."”
“I'hou eanst do much, Rochestor,"”
suid the King, laughing; “but this is
boyond thy skill. - Rose is a proud
Seotchman, indifferent as to money;
incapablcg of Jove; and insensiblo to
wraine, bocauso he possesses a firm
elief that all the honors [ vould be-
stow upou him would be far inferior
to hismerit. Asto coaxingor frighton-
ing him, he is too eold-blooded, and
hax too little imagination for either
In short, do what thonwilt thon canst
not suceeod.”

“Wo shall seo,” said Rochester,

In themeantime, Evelyn and Rose
had entered into doop consultation s
to the mannoer inwhieh the important
affuir they bad undertaken was to be
exocutod. In those days of refine.
ment, (¢ is hardly possible to concelve
the Inbor that attended growing that

ine-apple. Hot-houses, stoves, pits,
trames, and bark-boeds were unknown
in England at that period, and even
groenhouses had not boon long invont.
od. What fow greonhousos there

usnally thatohed for warmth, and the
best contrivance that had been devis-
od for heating them was drawing a
tittle iron waggon, filled with lighted
charcoal, up and down the paths; and
evon this was not suffered to remain
in the groenhouse all night; from the
belief that the efMuvium from the
oharconl would be as Tatal to plants
a8 it was to men,

We alwa love what we have
takon, trouble to preserve, and thus
it wans the caso with Rose and his

ine-upple. The very anxiety itcost
Eim for more than two years gave it
valuo in his eyes; it seemod almost
like a part of himself; and, as it grew
and flonrished, he wasproud of it,
becanse he felt it was his own skill
and sttention which made it what it
was. Theflowers appeared and vanish.
od, nnd the fleshy bracts which con.
stitute the fruit were already bogin-
ning to swell, when the King took it
into his head to visit the greenhouse
in which the pine-plant was growing.
He was attended by many of the gay
lords and ladies of his court, who all
pressed forwards with eager and
curions eyes to examine this new
wonder. s heart swelled with

surpise and admiration, and he felt
still prounder when he heard the King
Jjest with Rochester about the fruit,
“You will not suffer yourself to be
cither coaxed or frightened out of it,
will you, Rose?” asked the King.
“No, that I will not!" eried Rose,
somewhat energetically; for he felt at
that moment as though his singlearm
could have defended his valued plant

has. It isindeed amost|E™ 0

were had opaque roofk, which were | !

pride nsshe heard them express thoi-,

ing the King and courtiers look at
him with surprise, he attemptea to
soften his tone, and to remould his
speech into tife usual forms for an in-
ferior, when addressing royality.
Charles, however, who was never very
fond of form, was rather amused than
offended by the bluntness of his
ener, and he went away, ropeat-
ing his caution to Rose to take care
of the fruait.

There was very littlg need to repeat
this injunction; and, mdeed, Rose felt
almost indignant at its being thought
necessary. The King had been quite
right insupposingohim alikeinaccessi-
ble to fear and bribery, but his Majesty
was mistaken in supposing him in-
gensible to love. Charles had indeed,
tooseldomi comein contact with strong
minds to know much of their nature.
Aceustomed to see honor and prinei-
pal every day saerificed to interest,
and accustomed himself to sacrifice
everything to the whim ofthe moment
he rﬁsd no idea of firmness nrisinﬁ
from anything but obstinacy, an
thought self-denial couldonly proceed
from indifference. The self-denial
of Rose was athing he could scarcely
have been made to comprehend, if
it had been explained to him; and,
had it been ible to eonvince him
of its trath, he would have regarded
the possessoras amonster rather than
a man.

Rose, however, undér his cold ex-

terior, hid passions stronger than his

royal master ever dreamt of. Pride,

ambition, love, and even revenge,

were inmates of his breast; but a

strong sense of duty kept them allin

subjection. The object of his love

was a pretty girl called Agnes, who

was of {cotch ntage like himself
and who lived with her old bed-rid-

den andmother, her own parents

being dead. This old woman was

Scotch, and it was one of her greatest

pleasare to talk with Roseof Scotland

which she remembered with all the

fondness with whichold people gener-

ally recall the scenes wherethey have

passed their g:mth; while Agnes,

who had been born in England, stood

by and listened to their conversation,

Of conrse, so momentons an affair as

the growing of the P‘“e“ll’ﬂl" could

not pass unnoticed. The old woman

had heard it spoken of by her neigh-

bors, and she had so frequently in-

quired particulars respecting it of

ose himself, that Agness was weary

of hearing it mentioned. She did not

show this unecasiness, however, to |
Rose; and he never suspected it. In

fuct ho loved Agness too well not to

fancy all her inclinations must resem-

ble his own; und he often pt‘l‘lt’;ll.t('l'l1
her to enter the greenhouse, and look i
at his favorite plant, imagining that

she must foel as much pleasure at its

sight as he did,

Time rolled on, and the old woman's

health declined daily. Her thoughts

were now all centered in her own ap-

Proaching death, and in the fear of
eaving hergrand-daughter unprotec-

ted. nxious, however, as she was

on that score, she had too much Seoteh

prudence to wish Rose to marry till

she was quite certaiv that he could

maintain a wife; and shethought that
his tardiness in pressing marriage

could only proceed from that reason.

Thus, while she harped on the same

string of Agues's unprotected situa-

tion after her death, from morning

ull night, and frquently through the

greator part of the night, with all the

garrulity ofold age, shonever expross-

od any wish but that Rose wererich

enough to marry her. Agnes was |
very young, nnj the respect which

she had been taught always to pay to
her grandmother, made her sit an

undue value upon everything that

sho uttered; nnh the incessant com-

plaints and murmaring which the
young girl was compellod (o hear had
such an effect on her imagination,
that at last she began to fincy that
money was the only thing wanting
to make herself and every one she
loved happy.

In the mean time all the energios
of Rose were direoted towards grow.
ing the pine-apple, and ho was so ob-
sorbed in this pursuit, that he rather
nogloctod his mistross, Ilis love,
howevor, had suffered no abatemont,
His tardiness in proposing marriage
did net arise, as the old woman had
supposed, from want of money, but
sartly from a dislike totaking Agnoes

trom her duteous attendance on her
aged relative, and partly from aproud
foar of being rejected. 1o was mueh
oldor than Agnes; and though he folt
an inward consciousness of his own
superiority to any of the admirers
which her pretty fucoand artless man-
nors had attracted, he was not quito
sure of her opinion on the subjoct,
The pine-apple was now ripe and
Charles had ordered it not to besent
till_the evening before Lady Castle-
maine's Dbirthday, as he wished to

present it with his own hand as early |

ns possible on that day.

The wished for evening had arri-
vod, and Rose, who had resisted nu-
merous applications which bhad been
made to him toallow differcnt persons
to 800 his precious fruit, unlocked the
door himself and gazed at it growin
forthe last time. His heart beat with
various emotions: he felt proud of hav-
ing accomplished his task, and hnpp?’
that he had overcome all the difficul-
ties he had had to contend with; but
yet he could not help foeling a degree
of pain at parting with what had been
the object of his most anxious cares
and constant attention for so mauy
months, and he stood for a moment
or two irredolute.

“This is sheer folly," said he to him-
solf at length. and goinito the plant
he seized the fruit with his hand, and
with his knife began to divide the
stem. He had scarcely begun to do
this, when he heard a light step be.
hind him; he started, and hastily sev-
ering the fruit from the plant, he tur-

ned still ping both it and Lis knife
ogh pr

as tho repared to defend it. The
knife, however, was quickly restored

agsinst & wholewrmy. Then observ-
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to its sheatl, when he beheld the tear-
ful faro of Agnes. ' '
“My grandmother is dying,” said
the trembling girl.in an almost inar.
titulate voice, “and she has seat me
tokeg you to come to herin}mediapg-

Iy,
“T will unlltmstap to my house to
lock up this fruit nfel_r, and I will be
with her immediately.” g
“Oh Rose,"” cried Agnes, “‘ean you
think of that fruit at such a moment
as this? While you are going to your
house and returning, she will be dead.™
Rose stood irresolute. “Can you not
take the fruit with you?”" continued
Agnes; “it will be quite as safe in
our et as if locked upim your
ouse. Oh! do not hesitate, if you
love me!”
Rose hesitated no longer: he wrap-
the fruit up in some moss, which
¢ had taken with him for that pur-
pose, and placing it carefully in his
pocket, went with Agnes to thecottage,
determined, if he found theold woman
sensible, to implore her to witness his
union with Ler grand-daughter be-
fore her death.
He found the old woman ill, but
not so much so as he had e
and as a neighbor waa sitting with
her, he could not, of course speak of
love and marriage. The King was
expected to arrive that evening, and
as it was probable that he would send
for the pine-apple immediately, it was
necesaal?r that Rose should be at his
post. o accordingly bade adieu to
the invalid, promising to return soon,
and hoping t]int. when he did so, it
would be to claim Agnes as his bride.
The old woman slept in an inner
room; and, as Agnes lighted her lover
through the outer apartment, he did
not resist pressing her hand, and
whispering a few words expressive of
his feelings; but no answering look of
love beamed from Agnes face; she
was palo as death; her eyes looked
sunk, and her lips trembled. She
could not speak, but she returned the
pressure of his hand with a fervor
which seemed unnataral in & young
and timid girl. Rose looked at her
but she turned nwa{ her head, though
not before he saw that her face wore
an expression of horror, almost of
despair, which terrified him; but, be-
fore he could speak, she hastily bade
him good night, and returned to her
grand-mother's room.
Rose walked home, musing on what
had passed, without being able to
guess at any explanation oF Agnes’s
conduct.
As he went musing along he was
aroused by a noise of carriages and
horses, and ho saw passing along the
high road past the end of the lane the
equipages of the King and his cortiers
with the flambeaux of the outriders
shining through the darkness, and
all the noise and bustle which usually
attends the movements of a court.—
Ho started up at thesound, and, has-
tily recalled to asense of his duty, he
entered a private lano which led from
the road to his own house,

Gloomily, and without any of those
rroud feelings of satisfaction that he
wnd fell only a fow hours before, he
prepared the ornamental basket in
which the pine-apple was to be pre-
sented to t}:c King; and when all was
ready, ho put his hand in his pocket
to take out the fruit; but what was
his consternation when he found that
it was not there! He felt in all his
pockets, emptied them, and shook his
clothes; but in vain—the pino-apple
was gone. Ho hurried back to the
laneo, and searched wildly, but with-
out sucoess, ITo was almost mad; the
thought of the shame and disgrace he
must undergo—thoe loss of a position
on which he prided himself--the in.
sulting langh of the courtiors, therid-
icule of the King—nll rashod upon his
mind, and, in a tamult of passions too
florce to bo desoribed, he seized his
knife, and was just on the
watting an end to his misery and to
1is intolerable senso of shame, by dos-
troying himself, when Agnes rushed
up the lane, and foll exhausted at his
foet, Her fhce was palo, her hairdis-
hevolled, and she was panting for
breath; but she held n pureel in her
hand, which Roso instantly recogni.
ned.

“Blossings, blessings on youl"' eried
he, *you have found it; you have sa
ved mo from despair.”

Agnes's heart beat violently, so
violently that she could not speak;
but whan her lovercontinued blessing
her and thanking her, with an éffort
that seemed to bo her Inat, she ex-
claimed, “Don't praise me: 1 can't
boar it! Istole it from you!" and she
foll senscless on the ground.

With difficulty Roseraised her,and
carried her and his recovered prize
into his dwelling. The motion revi.
ved Agues, and, fulling on her knees
before him, she confessod that onthe
preceding evening, as she was return-
ing from fetching water from a epring
a man had met hor and offered her a
large sum of money if she could got
this pine-apple; that the man had as-
sured hor its loss would not injure
Rose; on the contrary, that the sum
of money she would receive would be
of tho greatest service to him. Here
her voico falored, and she hurried on
to tell how the man had persuaded
her to promise to try to got the fruit
for him; he had told her what to say
and when to go to herlover. Al had
succooded as the man had prophesied
for, indeed, Rose had never suspected
her. But when she had obtained

heart revolted at what she had done;

cometo give the

forever.
While she

was yot sobbing at his feet, Rose

ly raised her, andclasping ber

point of

indeed, she had never known asingle
moment's peace since she had made
the fatal promise; and she had now
fruit back—to tell
Rose what she had done, how unwor-
thy she was, and to bid him adieu,

#poke and while she

fibie
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arms, whispoered words of love and
oo Jg i vy e
i at him t er t
+1grlir;htmt . being able t.on%‘anpmhend
why he did not spurn her from him;
for her mind wastooinnocent to know
the feelings she had betrayed, or the
transport that her words excited
in the bosome of her lover. :
“Can you then forgive me?" asked
she. She read the answerin his eyes;
but, before he could speak, they were
ﬁtemfg)rﬁod by asum - t.l!::
ing, Rose tobring thepine-a .
The court had u:gnbloglmin gﬁpita
usual brilliansy, but the King was
evidently displeased; for Rochester
had been assuring Inq{ Castlemaine
tteat he, and not the King, would on
@ m orrow present
of the new fruit.
“Your Majesty remembers our
previous conversation al.outthis pine-
apple,” said Rochester. “Now, Iwill
bet a hundred guineas that I obtain
poc:emion of it before your Majes-

“I will bet yon fire hundred hun-
dred,” said the King; ionately,
and he impetuously desired some of
his attendants to order Rose to bring
the pine-apple into his presence.—
While the messen was gone, the
King.remainod silent and sullen, not
mplzmg to any of the gay jests of
Rochester.

The messenger soon returned with
Rosc. “Produce the pine-apple,” said
the King, in a voice of thunder: and
Rose presented it kneeling at his
Majosty’s feet.

hat words can discribe the effect
this simple action produced on the
whole assembly, or the feelings which
agitated Rochester and his confeder-
atesl They could not disguise their
rage; butas the countenance of Rose
yet retained some traees of the emo-
tions he had gone chrough, the Kin
perceived that something remaine
concealed. He commanged an ex-
planation; and when Rose had relat-
ed the whole story, the King was so
delighted that he commanded a pie-
ture to be made of the scene, at the
moment when Rose presented him
with the pine-agrle; and a oory of
this picture is still in London, in the
room of the Horticultaral Society.

Of course, Rose and Agnes were
united. Their lives were long and
happy, and they were blessed with
numerons children. Rose retained
his situation of royal gardener for
many years, and when he retired
from it, it was with a handsome in-
come to a pleasant place at Brancs,—
| He died there; and having left a sum
| of money to have roses always plant-
ed on his grave, in allusion to his
name, (& fancy which was in accord-
ance with thefhshion of the time,) his
grave, with its attendant roses, is still
to be seen in Barnes churchyard,

- et
WHO MARRY AND HAVE OHIDREN IN |
AMERICA’

More than four-sevenths of the mar-
rages in Massachusetts aro amongthe
forcign born. Why is it? For the
most simple of reasons—the foreign
born can afford to get married, and
the native born cannot; and this must
be, so long ns our extravagant mode
of life continue. In social life there
nevor was a people tending to deeper
and more distructive social corrup-
tion—and that ia most evident from
(all the records of all the ¢ourts, and
jcolumns of all the newspapers—than

Americaps, Our father used to tell
profligacy of Paris; their children tell
tof the mysteries of Now Y ork—a city
not far behind any in Europe. And
making proper allowences for size,
how far is New York shead of our
other cities and towns? Onoe was
thetime when a wifo wasa “help meot;"
now in a thousand cases you can
change the “meet'" to “eat,” and make
it read more trathful'y.

We boastof ouraystem of education;
we have fomale high schools, fomale
colleges, fomale medical achools, and
fomalo heavens, Our girls are refin.
od, learned and wise, they can sing,
dance, play pianos, paint, talk Fronch
and Italian, and all the soft languages,
write poetry, and love like Venuses,
They are ready to bo courted at ten
years, and ean be taken from school
nnd married at fifteen, and divoreced
st twenty., They make splondid
shows on bridal tours, can coquette
and flirt al watering places, and shine
like angoels at winter parties. Bat
Hoaven be kind to the poor wretch
that marriesin the fashionable circles,
What are thoy at washing floors? Oh,
wo l'orint: nobody has bare flowers
now—how vulgar that would be!-—
What aroe they at making bread and
hoiling beef?  Why, how thoughtiess
we are to be sure they will board, or
have servents. What are thoy at
mending old clothes? But thero we
aro ngain; the fushions changeso often
that nobody has old clothes but the
rag men and the paper makers now!
What arethey at washing babics fuces
and pinning up their trousers? And
here is our intolerable stupidity onee
more; having children is left to the
Irish! What lady thinks of having
children about her now? Or, if she
is 80 unfortunate, don't she put them
to wet nurses to bogin with, and
boarding school afterwards? We re.
peat—we have ceme to a point where
young men hesitate and ﬁrow old be-
fore they can decide whether they can
marry, ard afterwards keep clear of
bankruptey and crime, at is the
consequences’ Thereare more persons

living a single life— th
seasion of the fruit, and when ptl':; s PECY, BEREIIED ey SpNe

time drew near at which the man had
appointed to come and feteh it, her

leading a virtuous life? It istime for
mothers to know that theJextrava.
ganeo they encourage is destructive
of the virtue of their children; that all
the foolish expenditures making to
rush their daughters to matrimon

are, instead of answering that end,

marriage altogether.
: ——

An Irishman was challenged to
fight & duel but declined on the

mother an crphan.”

A

to heraspeciman{

:
|

tending to distroy the institution of

that he did ot wish to “leave his ould
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A LADY IN THE CARS.
On Friday last, April, 3d, I left the
eity of: bﬁ- the——Railroad, sett-
RS o

ing off at b tten A. M. In the
seat directly in front of minesata
man of buckish appearance, sand

whiskers, gray mixed sartout, wi

a slight cane in his hand. In the
seat immediately before him wasa
young lady, handsomely dressed,
with' a rich fur tippet on, black hat
and vail; and as the mirror, near the
door, reflected her face I saw that
she was handsome. She was readin

“John Halifax, Gent.," but soon lai

it down, and frequently turned her
face o as tg ook out of the window.

We had traveled but a few miles
before the man leaned forward over
the back of her seat, and remarked,
“A beautiful day."

“Yes, sir, very fine,"” she replied,
with promptness.

“I think I have seen you,” he said;
“have you not come from-——7"nam-
ing the placo where we had all com
from just now.

“Yes, sir,” she said, “I have been
at the Female Seminary. and am now
going home to New-York.”

They then entered into animated
conversation, and rattled on about
parties, balls, eloquent preachers, &c.,
which I heard only when the train
came to a station occasionally, and
then they soon spoke in lower tones.
Tmoung laddv seemed an unsophisti-
cated, gay, trifling girl of eighteen or
twenty. She was delighted with hav.
ing caught a “beau’ as she was trayve-
ling alone. She laughed often, and
more loudly than a genteel girl should
laugh in the cars; but her spirits were
stirred with the flatteries which the
fellow managed often to throw in,
and when they Lad conversed nearly
three hours she asked him if he would
not take a seat with her. He gladly
accepted the invitation, and they now
had the thing very much to them-
selves. The cars were reaching the
place where I was tostop. My anxie-
ties had been awakened by what I
had heard already, forI saw plainly
that the seamp was ingratiating him-
self into the fuvor of & young woman,
who might be compromised, if not
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MISCELLANY.

1N, AGRICULTURE, AND THE BEST INTERE

The Model Wife.

A pleasent little Florentine
reached me the other day. Ome of

our famons Ameriean sculp resi-
ding in' that delightful city, ither
all the genius of England seems to

tend, was one day seated in his stadio
at work on an Apollo—for whiech, by
the way, he might stand as a model
mmf;-whnn his ?ittentipn m n:-f
a tremendous tram
horses in’hia court He looied
out the window, and beheld a mag-
nificent carriage, with out-riders
drawn up before his door. Presentl
a gentleman claimed admission to his
studio, and annonnced himself as
the Prince di B———He came to
ive the scalptor a large commission.
is daughter, who had been struck
bgr some statues of the American that
she had seen, wished to sit to him for
her bust. She was below in the car-
ringe. Was the sculptor at leisare ?
Price was no objectl:—;ll tti:“ hwl-a
necessary was to gratify his ter,
who wa?nn ihva%irda. . ™
The sculptor expressed his willing-
ness to begin the work instantly, and
the Prince makiug a sigh to his lack-
eys from the wingow, they proceeded
to lift a lovely girl, who seemed about
eighteen, out of the carriage, and
bore her in their arms carefully up
the stairs to the artist's studio. The
sculptor could not represshis surprise
at this cerious mode of locomotion,
articularly as the the lady did not
ar the slightest trace of illness in
her countenanse. The Prince inter-
preted his glance and replied to it—
“My daughter has been paralyzed
in all her limbs,” he said, “for the last
two months. It is a sad thing, She
has had all the medical aid in Flor-

ence, but without avail.”

The sculptor looked again at the
invalid.” Nothing more beautiful in
face or form could have been dream-
ed of by Phidias. A face like Cenci's
before it was clouded by the memory
of orime, masses of rich lustrous,
auburn. hair, framing a elear, pale
face, with deep blue eyes swimmi
beneath a fringe of the silkiest bl
lashes. Through her delicate muslin
robe the contour of a divinely moul-
ded form was indicated, and when the

ruined. As the train drew up at my
station, I heard her ask, “When do |
you return from New-York?"
“To-morrow evening,” hereplied. |
“I may meet you somewhere in |
Broadway to-morrow,” she said with
simplicity.
e then named to her the hour
and place where sha could meet him;
but I did not hear the time, or the
whole of the name of the place, but |
only sufficient to show that the ar-
rangemonss for a4 meeting was com-
pleted. <

At this yoint the cars stopped, and |
I left. Not until after they were|
again under way, did I reflect, as I |
should have done, on what I had |
hegrd. The assignation '

was mado |
the moment before I rose to come |
out of the car. 1 had made no eﬁ‘ort’
to hear what I did hear, but was oc- :
capied with newspaper reading the |
most of the time.

I related the circumstances to some
frionds the next day, who advised |
that the fhcts should be stated as n.|
warning to parents and teachers, not
to send their daughters and pupils
without an escort, by our public convey- |
ancos. It is never sale. You may |
have all confidence in the character
of your children, but who Is safe!
against tho wiles of the tempter? |
How soon may the pride of your|
house be made the victim of some
designing scotundrel, who goes abont
like the devil, seeking whom he may
destroy —N. Y. Observer,

1

DraM-priNKina s not stich a rare
vice. ‘But we now and then meotone
of its vietims, who attracts more than
usual attention. The other day we
encountered a young mun in thestreet,
and though in the tull vigor of yenrs
and healthful manhood, from every
feature naturo flung out her signal.
lights of distress. The futal network |
Wil nlroad[v woven on his chook; hi-'
eyes wero highly inflamed, and of a
florce, flory red;and his breath stench- !
ing with the foul and poisenous com-
Imumln of our rum-shops. He would
wve snoered-—probobly carsed—hind |
we nccostod him, and whispered, be: |
ware! And yet ho is under full head-
way to degradation and tho gauve-
fard. The war botween nature and |
s loathsomo and ftal habiy, will not |
lustlong. Hisyoung life s consuming
every hour, and his gountenance has
already lost that open and fresh Jook |
of noblenoss, churncteristic of sober |
and uncorrupted manKond,

Young friend! You need not take
our word for this, Look in tho glass,
sir—lookin the glass! Doyousee what
is going on? Are you blind to the
blazing imagery of permaturo, drunk- |
enness? Look yourself inthe eye one
moment, fi youdare, and think. "W hat
a face for & man of your years to
carry! Who gave you such an appear-
ance i

Poor, pitiful, eringing slave! Slave
to rum. The bondage is wearing in-
to soul and limb. You go to thegrog-
#hop like a serf to histask. One who
is coining your body, brain; and rep-
utation, into gold, is binding you in
tho degrading thrall. Youare trans-
forming yourself into a loathsome
drunkard, to put money in his pock-
ots—Shome! .

Have you a mother, yong man? 1If
sho is living, do not, by all thatis en-
dearing in that holy name, wound the
heart which has centered so muach of
life's hap‘p]ueu in you, If she is
dead, never be a recreant to what she
tanght you. If you have anything
to love on earth; fftlwro is one to love
you, right about face, and bo what is
your duty and privilege tobe—a max.

et

pe It is said that 30,000 slaves
were sold and removed from W’irgiuin.

|

I

(for me

| that 1 love you.

young Signorina cast upon the sculp-
tor a rapid glance, soft as starlight,
iereing a8 eclectric fire, he felt his
eart leap with a mysterious presage
of some indefinable catastrophe.

She sat. The sculptor worked at
his model like one inspired, and a
Enng struck his hoart as the hour for

er retiring came. The Prince and
his lackeys bore her again down
stairs in their arms. The carriago
door closed on her, the horses swept
through the gale. The sculptor did
a0 more work that day.

To-morrow sho was 1o come again.
He lay awake all night dreaming of
her. Then he would shudder and
say to himself—

“Itis not love, but pity that T feel.
She is a paralytic.”

“The next day tho snmo scene was
enacted, with this difference, jthat the
princo having seon his daughter seat.

the plea of a business engagement,
saying that he would return in time
to conduct his daughter home. Poor
girl, although the sculptor was a mod-
clol’ manly beauty, her deplorable
condition was, in her futher's opinion,
n safoguard agninst any dlnngerl

| which might otherwise have antici-

pated, Ho left the room and drove
away in his carvinge. A silence en-
sued. The sculptor dare not look at
his model, but worked away on his
clay image without raising his oyes,
Still in silence. Then it secemed as if
n slight rufe had filled the room. A
small white hand stole across his
mouth, and n burning kiss was prin-
ted on his forchend, With almost o
shriek he leaped to his foot, and there,
with bloashes cerimsoning her pale
choeks and alabaster neck, knelt the
lmmlytiu girl, with her eyes implor
ng pardon,

“I saw you a long time ago,” she
said, (an Italian woman when she
loves knows no hall“measure,) and 1
loved you. My father was vory strict
with me, 1 could not move without
being watched. Tt was impossible
{0 meot you or see you. |
feigned paralysis,  For two months
Il have scarcly moved. Inhispity for
my conditien my fathor relaxoed his
surveillance of my motions,

ratiflod every winﬁ.uml, ns an inve-
id, excited no suspicion by desiris
to bocome your sister. 1 have sa
If you do not re-
turn my love I can only die,

What answer made the American?
We need not enguire ; only, when the
Princedi B returned, he found
nothing in the stady but s clay model
of paralytio danghter. The original
was nowhere to befound. A few days
afterward, in a small own in France,
the Florentine princess sunk her no-
bility in the name of an American
sculptor, ’
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A fast’ man undertook the task of
teasing an eccentric preacher:

‘do you believe' said he, ‘in the sto-
ry of the Fatted Calf?'

‘Yes,' said the preacher.

‘Well, then, was it a male or fernale
calf that was killed?

‘A fermnle,' replied the divine,

‘How do know that?’

‘Because, (looking the inte
in the face,) I see that the male isstill
alive,

— e

A daguerrcotype taker, a few duys
since, exhibited a likeness of a lngy
which he bad taken, to her husband
and asked him if it was not a very
good one.

“Very," was the reply, “and 1 only
wish my wife was like it—silent.”

R e Py Frrs L ottt

Friendship is a silont gentleman

that makes no parade; the true heart

lastyear, and that2,000 more escaped.

danoes no hornpipe on the tongue.
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served a youn standing in per-

::exity, appafwﬂy measuring the

pth of muddy water between her

and W k with no

ve | countenance.

"sailor pansed, for he was 4

t admirer : "

e fair face that out from

under the little ehip and avbarn

curls glossy unconfined
over her n dress, might

a
curious or admiringglanve. P .
ed, the lady put forth one little foot, -
when the t sailor with charac-
teristic impusiveness exclaimed:

“That foot, lady, should not
be soiled with the filth of this lane;
wait for a moment only, and I will
m%l;e you a path."”

-

' T herinto
tcr'aa?:)ﬂ “’;,“1:“' 4 for
.phnkmmnmm

way, and coming back to the smiling
gir{whow j:sn coquettisk non;ﬁ
to accept the servicesofthe handsome
1y;lmmg sailor, he bridged the narrow

ack stream, and she tri across
with & merry “thank you," and a
roguish smile, making her eyes dazz-
lini as they could h"lor

las, our young sailor was .

Iy chu-mod.r th‘st else mnm
him catch up and shoulder the plank
and follow the lttle witch th
the streets to her hon;! shet
performed the ceremon “walk:
the plank,"” and each uymo oS
him with one of her eloquent smiles,
Presently our young hero saw the
young lady trip up the marble steps
of a palace of a house, and disap
within its rosewood entrance; for a fall
moment he stood looking at the door,

and then with s wonderful Hﬁ sigh
turned away, dﬂ:»oood of his draw-
E:-ld and wended his path back to

A 80TP.

The l;ut day he was astonished by
an order of promotion from the cap-
tain. Poor Jack was hless with
;emmmt; he hatiil1° no(: driumt}d I;)f

' ted to ignity of the
mlgngd mate's office on Mcmc of
the most splendid ships that sailed
out of the port of New Orleans. Ho
knew he was competent, for instead
ofspending his money foramusements
visiting theatres and bowling alleys
on his return from sea, he purchased
books and became quite a student;
but he excepted years to intervene
before his ambitious hopes would be
realized.

His superior officers seemed to look
npon him with considerably leniency,
and gave him many a fair opportuni-
ty of gathering maritime knowledge;
and ina Jyear the handsome, gontie-
manly young mate had acquired un-
usual favor in the eyes of the portly
commander. Captain Hume, who
had first taken the smart little black

(ed by the artist, excused himself on |eyed follow, with his neat tagpaulin

und tidy bundle, as cabin boy.

Onme night, thojoung man, with wll
teh officers, was nvited to an enter.
tainment at the captain’s house —
He went, and to his astonishment
mounted the identical steps up which
two years before had tripped the bright
vision he had never forgotten. Thump
went his brave heart, ashe was ushor-

ed into the great parlor, and like a,
sledge-hammer it beat n whon
Captain Hume introduced his blue-

oyed daughter, with a pleasantsmile,

as “the young lady once indebted to
your politencss n safo and dry
walk home." His oyes were all a-

blaze, and his brown cheeks flushod
hotly as the noble eaptain sauntered
away, leaving fair Grace Hume st
his side. And in all that assembly
thero was not so b a couple
ns the gallant sailor and the “pretty

Indie"

It was onlyu;fur&om that, the
socond mate the quarter-deck,
second only in command, and part
owner with the captain, not only in
hin vessol, but in the affections of hix
daughter, gentle Grace Hume, who
had always cherished , 1o sy
nothing of love, for the ht-eyed
sailor,

His homely, but carnest act of
olitenoss to-wards his child had
pleased the captain and, though the
yvouth knew it not, was the cause of
is first promotion. So that now tho
old man has retired from business,

Harry Wells is Captain Wells, and
Girace Hume, lcoondm&lo polite par-
lance, Mrs Captain Wells. In fhet -

our honest sailor is one of the richest
men in the Crescent City, and he
owes, perhaps, the greater part ol
his proopoﬂ? to his tact and polite-
noss in crossing the street.

-

“Harry," said a lady on the
sentb:ﬂ:zo muthmgm othar
euninpl,“howl thould like to be an
actross,’
‘““An actress, Henrietta, why?”
% “Oh! it must be so nico to be made
love to in such pretty words every
evening.
oA SIS ER TIPS L

At a Sunday School examination
the teacher uied a boy whether he
ggul;! forgive persons who wronged
im
“(.‘outl,g yfg‘,:' said tl': W«k
ive a : who in-
f:tlud or{mmk yon?‘
“Ye-en-sir,” replied the lad very
slowly, “I—think—I-—ocould—if—he
was bigger than I am.”

~-—_-

8@ Courtship is often made up of
the fuct that the girl calls her beau a
noble a horo, a us; while
he calls her & paragon of beauty and
tenderness, and so they keep “l::s

oach other till th t marri
then comes the !




